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stamping, The music was a repetition of sonic pertinent phrase^
or calls of animals synchronized with wooden drums and rattles
made of distended seal bladders containing pebbles.
Before Thanksgiving I knew everyone in town, and thanks to
my drunken colleague was known by everyone as ivThat young
Siwash doctor.'* The epithet was neither embarrassing nor painful;
I was learning to practise medicine and my commission from the
Government was on the way.